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conversation turning upon the hues of things, Mr.
Whittier greatly surprised me by confessing that he
was quite colour-blind. He exemplified his condition
by saying that if I came to Amesbury I should be
scandalised by one of his carpets. It appeared that
he was never permitted by the guardian goddesses of
his hearth to go " shopping" for himself, but that
once, being in Boston, and remembering that he
needed a carpet, he had ventured to go to a store and-
buy what he thought to be a very nice, quiet article,
precisely suited to adorn a Quaker home. When it
arrived at Amesbury there was a universal shout of
horror, for what had struck Mr. Whittier as a
particularly soft combination of browns and greys
proved to normal eyes to be a loud pattern of bright
red roses on a field of the crudest cabbage-green.
When he had told me this, it was then easy to
observe that the fullness and brilliancy of his
wonderful eyes had something which was not
entirely normal about them.

He struck me as very gay and cheerful, in spite of
his occasional references to the passage of time and
the vanishing of beloved faces. He even laughed,
frequently and with a childlike suddenness, but
without a sound. His face had none of the im-
mobility so frequent with very aged persons; on
the contrary, waves of mood were always sparkling
across his features and leaving nothing stationary
there except the narrow, high, and strangely receding
forehead. His language, very fluid and easy, had
an agreeable touch of the soil, an occasional rustic